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The T ragedk of 

r Bd, Harry of Herford, Lancaftcr,and Dijrbic 
Am I, who readie heere do Hand in Ai mes, 

T o prooue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts-jOii'T bow*! /How kray Duke ofMorfolke, 

That he is aTraitour foulc and dangerous, 

ToGod ofheauen,King Richard, and to me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me lieauen. 

Mar . On paine of death no perfon be fo bolde 
Or daring, bardie, as to touch the lifts, 

Except the Martiall and fuch officers 
Appointed to direct thefe faire defignes. 

T»l , Lord Martiall, let me kiflemy Soueraigncshand. 
And bow m v knee before his Maieftie, 

For Mowbray and my felfe are like two men, 

That vow a Ion g an d w earie pil gri mage. 

Then let vs take.a ceremonious leaue. 

And louingfarevvellofourfcuerall friends. 

Mar. The appellant in all ducie grectcs your highneflfe, 
And cranes to kifle your halichand. take his leaue. 

Kwg, We will defeend and fblde him in our armes. . 
Coofin of Herford, as thy caufe is right. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight : 

Farewell my blond, wdiichifto day thou fhead, . • 

Lament we may ,butnot reuenge thee dead. 

BhI. 0 let no noble cie prophane a teare 
For me, if I be gorde /with Mowbrayes fpeare : 

As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Mow brav fight. 

My louing Lord I take my leaue of you : 

Ofyou (my noble CoohnfLord Aumarle, 

Hot ficke, although I haue to do with death,. 
Butluftie,yong,and cheerely drawing breath. 

Loe,as at Engiiih feafts fo I regreet 

The claintieft laft,to make the end moft fweete. 

Oh thou- the earthly Author of my bloud, 
Whofeyouthfullfpiritinipc regenerate, 

Doth with a two^lbldc.vi'gpur lift me vp, - 

To, reach a vi&orie aboue my head;. ^ 




King Richard the Second. 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy bleflings fteele my launccs point, 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen coate. 

And furbifh new the name oflohn a Gaunt, 

Eucn in the luftie hauiour ofhis Sonne. 

Gam. God-in thy gopd caufe make thee pro fperous. 

Be fwifthke lightning m the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caskc 
0f thy aduerfe pernitious enemie, 

Rovvfevp thy vouthfull bloud.be valiant andliue. 

Tul. Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue. 

Mow. How euer God or fortune caftmy lottc. 

There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyall,iuft, and vpnght Gentleman : 

Neuer did captiuc with a freer heart 

Caft offhis Chaines ofSo adage, and embrace, 

His Golden vncontroled Enfranchifemcnt, 

More then my daunting foulc doth celebrate 
T his feaft of battle withmine aduerfarie. 

Moftmigiicie Liege, and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth the wifhofhappie yeares. 

As gentle and as iocund as to ieft, 

Coel to fight, truth hath a quiet breft. 

King, Farewell (my Lord) fecurely I efpic, 

Vertuevvith valour couched in thine eic. 

Order the triall Martiall, and beginne. 

Alan. Har rieof rIeribrde,Lancafter,and Darby, 

Receiue thy launce, and God defend thy right. 

Strong asa tower in hope I cry. Amen. 

Mart. Go beare this launce to Thomas D.ofNorfolke, 

Hora'd, Harry of Herford, L.ncaftkr,and Darby 
Stands heere, fbfGod, his Soueraigne,and himfelfe. 

On paine to befobnd falfe and recreant, 

T o prouethe Duke of Nor follcc Thomas Mowbray. 

A Traitour to his God, his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight, 

. Here ftandethThonias Mowbray D.ofNorfolke, 
B3* Os 
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